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Kids 


Author's Notes: 
| meant to have this done for Ficmas but now its April so ~_(“Y)_/~ 


Blackie adjusted his sunglasses as he stared into the carefree blue eyes of a sunny blond. She was called "Light 
Ash Blonde", the woman beside her was "Flaxen Blond", and a few down was the somewhat inebriated looking 


"Mahogany Chestnut". 
Nikki clutched "Natural Black" in both hands, a scowl twisting his face a bit to the right. 


"Are you sure about this? Her hair doesn't look." He turned her over to a long list of directions and 


instructions. "Black enough... 


The convenience store clerk continuously snuck glances at them from the Family Planning aisle, sweeping close 
then running to the other side of the store when Blackie turned to look at his acne-ridden face. God forbid two 
rockers decked head to toe in black and glinting occult symbols in the middle of an LA. summer can go about 


their business in peace. 


"That's the kind | used to use before | found something better. Something from some place in Beverley Hills." 
Blackie adjusted his sunglasses, smirking a bit from Nikki's quick but obvious look of consternation He didn't 
need to know he lifted it from the vanity of the glamour girl he was fucking; it's not very rock and roll to 
share hair color with that week's lay. 


"It will get it black but not muddy looking, especially since you're working with dishwater blond already.’ 


That really set Nikki off, loud scoff and everything. "I ain't a blond. And | don't care about muddy looking - | 
just want it jet black Like Paul and Gene... 


The reverence in his voice spurred another eyeroll. "Spare me, kid. | already told you those two are as phony 


as they come. | remember the time, in the Bronx... 


Nikki shook his head as Blackie began to warble on, stuffing the box into his leather jacket and zipping it half- 
way up (all the way was a dead giveaway). Nikki had learned by now to believe about 0% of what came out 
the older man's mouth, considering he was going by Blackie Goonsman when they first met at the Starwood. He 
was even nice to the guy, said the fire blowing was neat even though it was so obviously a KISS rip-off. 
Fortunately Blackie's nose had come down just enough for them to have an actual conversation. Both wanted 
the same thing: world domination via rock and roll, and they both seemed to have similar, ambitious, dark ideas 
on how to achieve it. But - and Nikki never wanted to admit this, for fear of getting slapped with that 
condescending "Kid" label again and being reminded his LA. aloof veneer was thin atop his suppressed fury at 
best - Blackie seemed to be so.. 


Nikki reached into the a candy jar next to the chips and soda, glancing back to see Blackie with Miss July's 
centerfold fully extended, his long hair falling to one side as his light eyes surveyed her coolly behind the 
sunglasses. As if he could have her or anyone else whenever he wanted. 


Nikki huffed impatiently and looked back down at the plastic prodding his hand. 
So damn together. 


The pentagram around his neck glinted as he threw back his chin to the petrified store clerk. His gaze and 
thick glasses fell meekly on several Tootsie Pops. 


"That's it, kid" 


“That's it, kid. I'm taking charge here." 


"Fuck of fl" Nikki snarled into the granite of the bathroom sink, vigorously rubbing at his scalp. "I know what l'm 
doing!" 


He didn't, but that was none of Blackie's fucking business. The smug fucker sat at the edge of the counter, 
arms folded and long legs clad in white denim crossed at the ankles. Nikki didn't have to look to know he was 


smirking. 
"It don't look like it.kid Did ya even read the box cause ya hair don't look nothin’ like hers. Here, look-" 


Nikki shoved the box away by Blackie's wrist, straightening to check his hair for what felt like the hundredth 
time. Somehow the color was soaking in much better some places than others, giving a blotchy, rapscallion look 
that would've been kinda cool if Nikki weren't trying for more of a Knight in Satan's Service aura. Hell, with his 
long bangs he looked more like a dog that'd just jumped out of the Pacific. 


"Fuck." 

As he went to grab the stained hair color tube once more, Blackie sighed loudly and stopped him by the wrist. 
"Here, just lemme do it. You're gonna fuck up this bitch's bathroom if you keep going." 

Nikki looked up from the sink, wary. 


"Why should you trust me, eh?" Blackie chuckled, standing and unscrewing the bottle. “Because I've done this 


millions of times and you haven't. C'mon, there's no way | can fuck this up any more than you already have.” 


Reluctantly Nikki straightened, dripping a mix of water and dye onto his black t-shirt, black Chucks and the 
green bathroom tile. Blackie grabbed a towel and yanked Nikki's head back to wring out the excess of water. 


"Ow! Dude what the-" 


"Whoops, sorry kid!" Blackie smirked at the scowl in the mirror before grabbing the tube again. Nikki's gaze fell 
into the pink ceramic sink as he heard a squelch and slap of paint spread across two palms. He braced his body 
for another hard tug, cursing himself for allowing this much affordance already, and clutched the sink. Blackie 
watched his thin body tense, then relax slightly as he began to work the dye into the hair. Nikki really hadnt 
done that bad for a first-timer, but the locks definitely needed some help to get the right look. Deftly he slid 


his fingers root to end, starting at the back towards the bottom and working his way up and around. 

Finally, Nikki's nervous laugh broke the silence. 

"This is so weird. | feel like a chick at a slumber party.." He swallowed, looking to the side. "Or something.” 
Blackie said nothing, instead alternating his eyes between hair, mirror and the nape of Nikki's neck. His long hair 
had left it shielded from the California sun, but it still had some tan hues fading away to paleness. He 
wondered where such color had come from, and if those rumors about Nikki really being Farmer Frankie from 


Idaho were true. 


"So..were you really in KISS?" Nikki only distantly cared, and wasn't really sure why he had asked. If Blackie said 
no, then it was yet another example of his pathological lying. If he said yes, then he had yet another thing to 


hold over Nikki's head besides being older, taller, supposedly wiser. 
Either way, Nikki would be pissed. 


"Everyone was in KISS." Blackie muttered, turning the head slightly. "They auditioned a lot of people before 
settling." 


The words of that latter sentence fell softly in Nikki's ear, causing a small shudder that he hoped was 


imperceptible to the other man. Blackie smiled a bit and continued. 


| was in the Dolls though. I'd rather you want to look like Johnny than Paul. That wild bedhead look would suit 
you much better." 


Nikki kept his stare on the black splotches on the ceramic, attempting to outrun dangerous mind wandering 
with the mundane. The black dye would definitely stain this pink sink. Pink was a stupid color to have for a sink. 
Blackie looks so serious doing this. It was bound to get dingy and dirty over the years. He's going to yank the 
hair again, definitely. Then again, why were so many other sinks white? His breathing is so quiet below the din 
of LA. traffic and a demo tape playing in the living room. She's gonna be pissed when she gets back from Paris 


or Burbank or wherever she went. 

"Don't worry about the mess." 

Nikki spun his head to face Blackie and instantly winced. 
"Fuck." 


"Sorry, didnt mean to scare ya," Blackie let go of the lock he had been holding to wipe his hands on a nearby 
towel. Nikki thought he caught a bit of concern in his blue eyes, but the priggish look returned soon enough. 
"You just seemed awful interested in that sink" 


Nikki shrugged irritably and threw his head under a rush of cold faucet water. Water dripped across his face 
and tight shut eyes and soaked the torn collar of his black shirt. He gasped when he felt a palm to the back of 
head, stiffening as fingers began to massage at his roots and drag down every so often. The tips occasionally 
grazed his cheek and chin. They would slowly drag back up to the next section of locks. Then again, then again. 
On and on like this until the hands left his hair, crossed his neck and disappeared altogether into the ether 


above the rush of water. 
"It should be fine now" 


The faucet was off, dripping dully onto his skull. Half a step back and a towel was throw on top of it. This was 
all weird. Blackie, who never gave a shit about anyone but himself and anything but his band(s), was helping 
him with something that was..it was just weird. The same guy that talked shit about him as soon as he turned 
around was, in a way, helping him leave Frank behind and bring Nikki closer to making it. He had to have the 


look and now, even with hair wet and flat against his head, he was just a bit closer. Black covered his whole 
face until he started to push some strands aside in between drying them. Instinctively his eyes roved for a 
comb and, once obtained from the top of the toilet tank, got to work on crafting an amalgamation of Paul 


Stanley circa Destroyer and Johnny Thunders circa the self-titled. 


He was too excited to care enough about Blackie watching him in the mirror, arms folded and eyes staring 
intently forward. Standing there, the desire to smash that geek face into the glass and pull it close to his had 
to be continuously shoved down into the pit of his stomach, stifled as he crossed one leg over the other with 
the stare still steady. He was messing with his bangs now and pushing them to and fro to hide or reveal one 
or two green eyes. They glinted before disappearing for good. 


"Hey, does she have an hairspray? Actually, ah, | dunno this could be better huh..” 
Blackie smiled. 


"Probably. It looks fine, man. It's not like you're heading anywhere but the Strip to stumble around lookin’ for 


bands to ruin Hmm, except..." 


Nikki turned, excitement fading and contemplative frown inset again. It was eerie how close he was to being 
Blackie only a few years earlier, fresh off the boat, dressed too dark for the Los Angeles sunshine and hungry. 


Perhaps even more so. 
"Except what?" 


Blackie stood off the wall and stepped closer, maximizing his few more inches of height (boots included) over 
the shorted man in sneakers by moving his shoulders back and torso forward. Their chests were close, blood 
tangible as that urge swelled again. Nikki had a similar condition, a conflict in Blackie's presence between knocking 
that arrogance right out through his teeth and wanting to be consumed by his drive, his control, his lunacy so 


that he could exceed it one day tenfold 

Their breaths mingled, challenge palpable but amorphous. Blackie raised his hand, a threat. Then, a caress as he 
pushed bangs aside to briefly reveal the need to be consumed before that was submerged beneath hate. 
Obvious, clumsy, potent hate. 

"Except, they gotta be like that. If you try to hide, they'll know you're a weak little boy." 


Years passed between those words, a smirk and him walking away with victory in his step. 


Nikki turned back to the mirror. One day, he'd fuck Blackie up. He'd use him and leave him in the dust, just like 


the rest of ‘em. None of them really gave a shit. He was on his own, just like always. 


He touched some hair at the nape of his neck lightly, thought about the man humming the Beatles in the other 


room. 


Still not black enough.. 


